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Pierce through the thrilled and trembling core like steel
And cut the roots of life.    Nay, I am crazed,
To stand and babble like one mad with wine,
Stung to the heart and bitten to the brain
With this great drink of freedom; 0, such wine
As fills man full of heaven, and in his veins
Becomes the blood of gods.    I would fain feel
That I were free a little, ere that sense
Be put to use; those walls are fallen for me,
Those waters dry, those gaolers dead, and this
The first night of my second reign, that here
Begins its record.    I will talk no more
Nor waste my heart in joyous words, nor laugh
To set my free face toward the large-eyed sky
Against the clear wind and the climbing moon,
And take into mine eyes and to my breast
The whole sweet night and all the stars of heaven,
But put to present work the heart and hand
That here rise up a queen's.    Bring me to horse;
We will take counsel first of speed, and then
Take time for counsel.

Beaton.                      Madam, here at hand

The horses wait: Lord Seyton rides with us
' Hence to Queen's Ferry, where beyond the Forth
We reach Claude Hamilton, who with fresh steeds
Expects us; to Long Niddry thence, and there
Draw rein among the Seytons, ere again
We make for Hamilton, whose walls should see
The sun and us together,

Queen.                            Well devised.
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